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Dr. ALL. O’ Pato: — 


OLD-SCHOOL ETIQUETTE. 


“Very sorry, madam, if your child must die; but you ought not to have called in a Homeeopath first.”’ 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





AS the observant student of Nature 

notes the progress of the seasons by the 
change of leaf and bud and blade, so the city- 
dweller checks off his calendar by watching the 
phenomena of town-bound life. For him no 
anemone blossoms to tell him that Spring has 
put forth one tentative finger and touched the 
cold earth; for him no arbutus trails over the 
damp ground, among the sodden deposits of 
last year’s leaves. He does not see the violets 
blooming on their native stems, unculled and 
un-buttonholed. The muddy spaces of Broad- 
way bear no delicate Jack-in-the-Pulpit, nor do 
the Dutchman’s breeches tremble in the early 
breezes along the old Hollandish Bowery. The 
swelling birch tells him no story; he never sees 
the visible poem that the wind makes among 
the blossom-clouded apple-boughs. Yet he has 
indications quite as trustworthy to tell him that 
Spring is in the land. 

# 
* * 

In the first place, he knows the season when 
last year’s summer-suit reappears on the street. 
It is faded, it has a yellowy tinge, the trousers 
bag at the knees, the sleeves crawl up the 
wearer’s arms, and the vest is wrinkled and 
creased like the side of a bellows, ‘Then comes 
the new suit, in all its perfect glory, and lo! a 
stage scattereth mud on it the first day, and 





likewise is the ink-bottle overturned upon it. | 


Then the white “dicers’? burgeon forth, and 
likewise the Mackinaw straw hats. And the 
man-who-will-wear-a-white-tie - in - the - daytime 
goes about like a guerrilla clergyman with 
nothing to tie him up to the gospel cause but 
his white choker. The lemonade-stands dot 
the streets; the haberdashers’ windows are brave 


with light scarfs and gauzy underclothing striped | 


in all the colors of the spectrum. Sodden with 
salzeratus, the strawberry-short-cake tempts the 
flies on the restaurant counter. Then the 
country cousin appeareth with his carpet-bag, 
and the city man knoweth that spring hath 
passed into summer. 





Professional etiquette is a very pretty thing. 
So is a discriminating wisdom in the choice of 
associates. So is the courage of one’s opinions. 
But there are times when a too rigid adherence 
to these pretty things is, to say the least, unde- 
sirable. One of these times is the time when 


this point. They object to associating with 
homeeopathic physicians, and they go so far as 
to say that they zwz// nol associate with those 
hapless outcasts, even when the association may 
save human life. This seems to us to be carry- 
ing the principle of professional etiquette a little 
over the border-line of propriety. 
# 


tt # 

Dr. Oldschool says that Dr. Newschool is a 
a quack, and that he, Dr. O., wishes to have 
nothing to do with him, Dr. N. Well and good. 
Perhaps Dr. Newschool is a quack. He cer- 
tainly has not, so far, made his title clear be- 
yond dispute. Perhaps it is well that Dr, Old- 
school should keep his professional broadcloth 
and fine linen free from all contamination, But 
the etiquette of the world prescribes limitations 
to the etiquette of the profession. The honest 
merchant will not consort with the known 
swindler, yet he has sometimes to take that 
swindler’s check, in the course of business, and 
his only concern is the question of the validity 
of that particular check. Common sense makes 
it impossible for him to refuse that much con- 
nection with tne dishonest man. And his own 
repute is none the worse for it. Where greater 
than mere money interests are at stake, can not 
the “ regular” physicians take a hint ‘from the 
“regular”? business-men, without running any 
danger of compromising their own “regular- 
ity’? 

* - % 

The Democratic party feels happier thar. it 
has been for many along day. After the tidal 
wave of last fall it sees victory in 1884 almost 
within its grasp. But there is not that spirit of 
harmony in its camp that its best friends would 
like to see. While not so far apart as the Stal- 
warts and Half-Breeds, there are yet some pain- 
ful differences of opinion, which, if not arranged, 
will once more subject the party to four years’ 
stay-out-in-the-cold. ‘The danger is daily be- 
coming greater, and those Democrats who call 
themselves leaders do not seem to be alive to it. 


- * 

Mr. Hewitt believes in Free Trade; Mr. Bay- 
ard doesn’t. Mr. Randall believes in Free 
Trade; Governor Butler does not know pre- 
cisely in what he does believe; but it certainly 
is not Free Trade; and as for Charles A. Dana, 
he doesn’t care, to quote his own elegant 
language, “a tinker’s dam” for Free Trade or 
Protection, All he wants is to see a Democratic 
President in the White House, and if by chance 
it should be Samuel J. Tilden, so much the bet- 
ter. The Sun is very anxious and nervous at the 
differences of opinion among its pet Demo- 
crats, and wishes this tariff question at the 
deuce. 


* % 

And this is why the Sux treats the question 
so lightly, and talks about a tariff for revenue 
only, as if a tariff were wanted for anything 
else. And this is the reason why the Sum sneer- 
ingly alludes to Free Traders as philosophers, 
and declines to discuss the question on its mer- 
its. But the question will have to be discussed. 
It is making itself felt all the time. It concerns 


| the welfare of millions of people. The agri- 


culturist producers must learn whether they 
are to be taxed to support a few thousands of 
manufacturing monopolists in the Eastern States, 
for this is what protection means now. 





Why should a man who makes a piece of 
cloth or an iron rail receive any more protec- 
tion or bolstering-up than one who grows an 
acre of corn, of cotton or of tobacco? The 
only excuse for it is that it encourages manu- 
facturers. But they have already had all the 


+t ag Canada.) two men meet at a sick-bed, both called there | encouragement they are fairly entitled to, and 
ntted States and Canada. = : : ° ° ° 
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i One Sap, three months, or 13 numbers, - - = - = - - 1.50 | medical practitioners do not agree with us upon | a proceeding would be ruinous to thousands 


who have invested capital on the strength of 
protection. But what can be done is a gradual 
reduction of the duties extending over a series 
of years, until, in time, not a vestige of protec- 
tion would remain. Then would be the time 
to have a tariff really for revenue only. Pro- 
tection, in fact, does not protect; it recoils 
on ourselves, and lays us open at any moment 
to reprisals which, judged by all standards of 
equity, would be perfectly just. 
wt 
% * 

We boast of the vast extent of this country 
and its enormous producing powers. The ques- 
tion of the condition of the crops is always an 
anxious one, because we know that on them, to 
a great extent, depends our prosperity, our for- 
eign trade. Suppose Great Britain were to say 
to us, “You must reduce your duties on my 
manufactures, or I will have none of your pro- 
duce or anything else of yours.’ Suppose 
France, Germany and all other countries in the 
world were to say the same thing, what would 
become of such foreign trade as we now have? 
The rest of the globe, we would find, could 
manage to get along without us, although it 
might be inconvenient at first. 








Yes, Dear: 


We take pleasure in announcing to the public that 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK has met with such a flattering re- 
ception at the hands of the American public that we 
have decided to keep this popular volume on tap during 
the summer months. It will therefore be found at every 
respectable soda-water fountain in America and Russia. 
The Czar has ordered 


PICKINGS FROM PUCK 


to be placed in all restaurants in the land, where his 
faithful subjects may take it down off the nail and smile 
over its pictures and pieces, while he calmly eats his 
meridian candle with German mustard. 


THE BOOK OF THE SEASON 


is acknowledged to be PICKINGS FROM Puck. It is a 
book of sixty-four pages, made up of poems, sketches 
and pictures which have appeared in Puck since it 
started. It is the biggest twenty-five-cent circus in the 
world, and will keep off malaria and the bull.dog. 

PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
Just cut that out and paste it in your hat, and reflect on 
it. And then, on your way home, hurl down your quar- 
ter and get it 

OF ANY NEWS-DEALER. 

You can get it right along through the summer, for we 
shall keep it in print, and if your pet particular news- 
dealer is sold out, we can let him have a new supply of 
the glittering baubles. 
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THE. TOWN TERRIER. 





‘What are you going 
to do, Foraker ?” I asked 
of the Republican nom- 
inee for Governor of 
Ohio. 

“I’m going to be elect- 
ed,’ was the courteous 
reply: ‘in order to give 
English humorists an op- 
portunity of calling me 
a four-acre lot.” 





In response to an ur- 
gent summons from the 
Emperor of China, I 
went, by Western Union 
telegraphic express, to 
the summer-palace of 
His Highness near Pe- 
kin, I was most cordial- 
ly greeted. There was 
a free lunch on the side- 
board, consisting of 
puppy - dog sandwiches, 
mayonnaise of rat and 
birds’- nests au naturel. 
After partaking of these dishes, His Majesty 
asked me if I was full, and, on my nodding in 
the affirmative, he spoke: 

“Mr, Town Terrier, I want you to advise me 
as to the best thing to do to knock France out 
in as few rounds as possible, as I am just suffer- 
ing for a fight with her.” 

After pondering for some time, I replied: 

“ Li Hung Chang, I don’t think the task will 
be a very difficult one. Offer to wash all the 
shirts belonging to the French troops free of 
charge. No Frenchman has more than one 
shirt—at least, that is the result of my observa- 
tion. When you’ve secured all the shirts, fall 
on the enemy and annihilate him. Both Con- 
fucius and Rochefoucauld say that no man can 
fight without this necessary garment. But there 
would be one little difficulty ” 

“What is that ?” eagerly asked the Emperor. 

“ Perhaps the Frenchmen would rather not 
have their shirts washed.” 

“ And then ?” 

“Then the result would depend upon the 
heavier artillery.” 





Talking of the French war in China, I am 
informed by MM. Epigramme d’Agneau et 
Blanquette de Veau that President Grévy has 
demanded that the United States Government 
shall seize all the Chinese fire-crackers in this 
country, to prevent China using them in the 
campaign. 





I interviewed Coroner Martin of this city, 
and asked him how he felt after the greatest 
effort of his life—I mean his charge to the jury 
in the Brooklyn Bridge inquest. 

“T feel well,’’ he said. 


* lik b , i : ; 
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Justice of the Supreme Court, or a United 
States Senator, or Secretary of the ‘Treasury, or, 
say, President ?”’ 

“T never thought of any such offices,” he re- 
plied, modestly: “what put such an idea into 
your head ?” 

“Qh,” said I: “ you make such very fine and 
eloquent charges that you ought to be some- 
where where you can express an opinion without 
exceeding your duty or interfering with busi- 
ness that doesn’t concern you.’ 





* Do you know why the revolutionists in Spain 
are called the ‘Black Hand?’” I was asked 
last week by Secretary Chandler. 

“ No,”’ I answered. s 

“ Because they don’t use Apple’s & Rabbit’s 
patent safety soap.” 





HENDRICKS THE 


RESURRECTIONIST. 





BODY-SNATCHING. 


«‘ Yes,” answered Mr, Hendricks: ‘* when a duty is required of us, 
however distasteful, it must be performed. I do not doubt that if the old 
ticket were renominated it would be elected.” — Hendricks, Fune 2. 








Puckerings. 


Bups oF PromisE—Ninety-Day Notes. 








AT LAST a woman has been sunstruck while 
shopping. [Cut this out and paste it in your 
wife’s hat.] 





THERE IS a movement on foot among Amer- 
ican poets to import a large number of English 
starlings, to enable them to get a fair local basis 
for unavoidable rhymes to “ darling.” 





“ LOOK AT BROWNING!” what a cuss! 
Gets his poems printed— 
While they bounce the rest of us 
Ere our hopes are hinted. 
—Unknown poet, Nov in Century Bric-a-Brac. 





AND Now the yellow dog keeps further from 
the small boy than he did a few months ago, 
for, yea, verily, he knoweth, way down in his 
honest old heart, that it is go in the shade, and 
all throwable stones are not frozen down in the 
ground. 





THE MAN with the handsome silk hand- 
kerchief allows a large amount of that article 


the ten-cent handkerchief, purchased out of a 
basket on Broadway, wears his in his hip-pocket, 
like a concealed weapon. 





A SONG OUT OF SEASON. 


“Once he sang of summer, 
Nothing but the summer; 
Now he is n’t singing 


As he did of old. 





A BARBER has been found who says that head- 
shaving is a grand institution, if observed during 
the winter months. His argument is that all 
things begin to grow in the spring, and that, if 
the hair is shaved off until spring sets in, it will 
grow right up with the turnip and the sweet 
alyssum. 


THE Brete-Ciass—The kind to avoid in a 
horse-trade, 





AND Now it is that the old philosopher be- 
gins to think of wearing a cabbage-leaf in his 
hat. 





THE CULTURED Boston papers do not put 
“tf"—*till forbid’”’—at the bottom of their 
advertisements. ‘They use “tc”—*till coun- 
termanded.” 





“QO Fons Banpusi#!” 


“O babbling spring, than glass more clear!” 
Why you I love I ’ll tell right here: 

Along your side the mint grows wild 

That crowns the julep cool and mild. 





THE NEw York Chambers Street Hospital is 
a truly delightful place for a sick man to go to, 
according to Mr. David M. Earl’s story. ‘The 
invalid not only runs a good chance of being 
killed with kindness, but of losing his money and 
watch, too. Besides which he is almost certain 
to be playfully taunted by one of the surgeons 
with having “too small a liver.” 





JABBERWOCKY ETYMOLOGY. 


A slap and a bump 
Is a slump. 

A slap and a jam 
Is a slam. 





Mrs, Victoria has made a New York ship- 
broker named Cameron a knight, because he 
succeeded in getting his vessels that go to 
Australia well loaded. It was about time to 
give the ship-brokers a show, considering that 
English small grocers, retired rum-sellers, and 
| petty tradesmen were having a monopoly of 

the title. It is a very great distinction, indeed, 
| nearly as great as colonel in this country. It 
| would be difficult to throw a stone in England 
| without hitting a knight. According to the last 
| census, there were several millions of them run- 
| ning around loose. 
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FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No, CCLXXXV. 


AN AMERICAN Four-In-HANpD in GREAT 
BRITAIN. 


Ya-as, Iam some- 
what interwested in 
a book that has we- 
cently been issued 
he-ah by some pub- 
lishahs whose name, 
I believe, is Chawles 
Sewibnah’s Sons. 
Yfy, ‘Ve aw work de- 

Y scwibes the dwive 

> of a four-in-hand 
thrwough England 
and Scotland, and 
it is witten by a fellaw named Andwew Carne- 
gie. Don’t aw think he is any welation to Jack. 
Simply one of those curwious coincidences of 
patwonymics. Jack, I think, once wote to me 
that he had met the authah somewhere or othah, 
and that he was eithah a mastah blacksmith or 
pwopwietah of an irwon foundwy in the Amer- 
wican “ Black Countwy,” which is in the neigh- 
borwhood of a town wejoicing in the name of 
Pittsburgh. 

My curwiosity was wathah arwoused to sec 
what descwiption of literwarwy work an indi- 
vidual who had been bwought up with such 
surwoundings would turn out. I am fwee to 
confess that, aftah perwusal of the aw book, I 
am agweeably surpwised at the highly wespect- 
able and, in some instances, clevah mannah in 
which it is witten, and I shouldn’t be astonished 
in the least if those who dwove in the coach 
tweasured the book as a souvenir with consid- 
erwable satisfaction, faw, hang it! the authah 
has fancy and a fai-ah supply of poetic feeling. 

The ide-ah of dwiving such a vehicle thrwough 
England was suggested to this man Carnegie 
by weading a womance witten by one Black, 
called “ The Stwange Adventures of a Phaeton.” 
But Carnegie’s vehicle wasn’t a phaeton, it was 
a c-c-coach, 

It started fwom the Gwand Hotel Bwighton 
with fourteen people on it, including the dwi- 
vah, It passed thwough Horsham and Guilford, 
and the way the appwoaches to these places are 
descwibed shows that Carnegie has an eye faw 
wurwal and pwetty scenerwy. ‘Then the party 
weached Windsah. 

The arwangements made were such as per- 
mitted the people on the coach to west everwy 
night in a differwent place, and the twunks and 
portmanteaux would be sent: on by wailway to 
towns they pwoposed to visit, that they might 
be able to change their clothes and linen at 
intervals and sometimes indulge in the luxurwy 
of a bath. In the course of the aw journey 
they passed thwough Weading, Oxford and 
Marlborwough’s superb place, Blenheim. Then 
they went to Banburwy Cwoss, Woxton Abbey 
and Warwick. They examined the wuins of 
Kenilworth and dwove to Stwatford-on-Avon, 
where Shakspere, yer know, lived and was 
burwied, Coventwy, Lichfield, and that horwid 
smoky Bwummagem, as vulgah people call it, 
were likewise visited, and Manchester and Lin- 
coln. 

I am not desirwous of witing a Gazetteer of 
Gweat Bwitain, so that I shall wefwain fwom 
mentioning the names of the othah places the 
party aw inspected; but they went wight into 
North Bwitain—I mean Scotland—befaw the 
dwive was finished. 

There are some expwessions and opinions in 
this Carnegie’s book which are a little too 
wadical to suit my aw taste; but, on the whole, 
the work is not half-bad, and I am inclined to ap- 
pwove of a coaching expedition of this char- 
wactah. It is much bettah than merely having 
a parwade of coaches in a aw park aw. 











LORD ROSCOE IS OUT IN THE WEST. 
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THE BOSS “ DRUMMER.” 


In the United States Circuit Court, Roscoe Conkling made the closing 
argument in a case testing the constitutionality of the statute prohibit- 
ing the sale of oilymargarine in Missouri.—Dazly Paper. 








PUCK’S RURAL LOCALETTES. 





FOR THE BRNEFIT OF PATENT-INSIDES. 





[ These notices will be found thoroughly trustworthy, and 
may be safely used by any country weekly.| 





Tom Wilson has purchased a shot-gun. 





Elder Johnson’s ox is fond of homceopathic 
pills. 





Elder Mills’s little boy Joshua is cutting his 
teeth. 





Brother Smith wore a new suit of clothes last 
Sunday. 





Syringa-trees in full bloom make Lister Street 
fragrant. 





Caterpillars are eating up the Edgecomb 
currant-bushes, 


L. R. Gee, of Boston, is visiting friends of 
Calumet street. . 


The Presbyterian clock hasn’t been right for 
several months. 


There will be a pound party at Elder Squig- 
gins’s next Thursday evening. 





Deacon Slimmins will speak on Temperance 
at Edgecomb next Tuesday evening. 





Squire Lee’s dog wert mad last week and 
had to be killed. 


G. A. R. Post will occupy the loft over the 
market very soon. 


Mzs, Gibbs will paper her candy-store for the 
summer next week. 


Harvey Sims has bought a pair of Oxford 
ties and a straw hat. 


Pilsing has already laid in a fine stock of 
Fourth-of-July goods. 





Joe Dills sits on the stoop and plays on the 
banjo in the evenings. 





Give Mugg, the undertaker, a chance, if you 
want to be embalmed. 





The hose-carriage belonging to No. 4 is 
shortly to have a new rope. 





Pulsifer will sell Tutti-Frutti ice-cream this 
summer for ten cents a plate. 





The Comanche Reform Club contemplates 
a moonlight-excursion shortly. 





Mrs. McGuffy has sold her spotted pig 
Fidget to Mrs. Malloy, of Edgecomb. 





There is some talk of placing a bottle-green 
fountain in front of the Court House. 
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THIS STYLE, TWENTY CENTS. 


BEATING THE BRIDGE. 


‘ 
ARQOUK.” 
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THEY HAD NOT CONSIDERED THIS STYLE; 


BUT WE PRESUME IT’S HALF-PRICE. 











HOW THINGS HAPPENED. 





AN ENTERPRISING PAIR OF EDITORS, WHOSE 
PAPER WAS PRONOUNCED “ SLOw,’’ DELIB- 
ERATELY EVOLVE A LITTLE SPEED. 





In the editorial-rooms of the Spratville Skud/- 
cap sat two individuals—the managing editor 
and his assistant. Both had their feet upon the 
same table; both were smoking, both meditat- 
ing. : 

ca say, Spilkins,”’ exclaimed the managing 
editor: ‘something has got to be done!” 

Spilkins assented with a nod of the head. 
He had a short neck and wore a stand-up col- 
lar; consequently it required a great effort on 
his part to nod. He only did it when a very 
decided affirmation was necessary. Such he 
evidently considered the present emergency. 

“We are undoubtedly ‘slow,’ ”’ continued the 
managing editor: “The great public has said 
it, and we have no opinions aside from those 
of the great public. Now, what shall be done 
‘to increase our speed? Speed we must have, if 
it costs us a new spring-suit.”’ 

Spilkins nodded again; this time with still 
greater effort. He had just left his measure at 
the tailor’s, 

“The matter stands just this way: The great 
public demands that things shall happen. 
Things do not happen, to any alarming extent. 
The columns.of the Skud/cap do not bristle with 
social sensations. Whose fault is it? Why, 
ours, of course. If things don’t happen, we 
should make them happen. It is the editor’s 
business to see that the world wags properly. 
When it gets tired, we must put a little red pep- 
per on its tail—is not that so ?”’ 

For the third time Mr. Spilkins nodded; and 
this time the button gave way at the back of 
his neck, and his collar flew up about his ears. 
It was a good omen. Something had already 
begun to happen, 


* * 

At eleven o’clock a, M. Mr. Spilkins might 
have been seen trudging ’cross lots, leading a 
mangy-looking cur by a string. Let us follow 
him. ‘The far-off stroke of the town-clock 
announces the empty hour of noon as he reaches 
a rickety old bridge spanning a dark, deep 
gorge in the river. All is silent and lonely, 
save for the rushing of the foaming water far 
below, and the voice of a hermit thrush in the 
cedars. Mr. Spilkins ties the dog to a tree, and 
walks up the road a few rods to the right. No 
human being anywhere in sight. He crosses 
the bridge, and surveys the dusty highway in 
the opposite direction. The coast is equally 





clear. Mr. Spilkins returns to the dog, leads 
the poor brute to the centre of the bridge, picks 
him up quickly and slings him into the yawn- 
ing abyss. Over and over turns the sprawling 
black mass, as it descends swifter and swifter 
through the awful ninety feet of whistling air. 
Then it strikes the swift waters with a thud that 
echos dismally from the damp walls of the gorge. 

All these very important particulars Mr. Spil- 
kins coolly notes on a small pad of paper. He 
then puts his tablets in his pocket, and goes 
home to dinner. 

In the meanwhile the managing editor of the 
Skullcap has not been idle. In the early morn- 
ing his steps were bent toward the lake-shore. 
An old fisherman was about setting sail upon 
the laughing waters of the bay; but a small 
vial of laughing water of a stronger test of hi- 
larity induced him to forego his piscatorial ex- 
cursion; and the following conversation en- 
sued: 

Epiror.—“ Your boat leaks pretty badly ?” 

FISHERMAN.—“ Leak like de ole Harry.” 

EpiTor.—* How far will she go without sink- 
ing ?” 

FIsHERMAN.—“ If I don’t bail him, she go 
about quarter mile.” 

Eprror.—“ How far can you swim ?”” 

FISHERMAN.—“ Fur as from me to you, in de 
wind.” 

Epitor.—* What is your boat worth ?” 

FISHERMAN.—“I let him go for two-dollar- 
and-quarter.” 

Epitor.—“ Look here; T’ll give you two- 
dollars-and-a-half if you’ll let her sink outside 
the docks, and let me pick you up with another 
boat.” 

Visions of unlimited bottles of bait rose be- 
fore the eyes of the ancient flinger of the line, 
and he caved. 


Coming home, Mr. Spilkins incidentally 
omitted to replace a pair of bars by the rail- 
road. The editor-in-chief—after saving a poor 
old fisherman from a watery grave—dropped a 
match in a pile of shavings; but, as it was cast 
down in full blaze, and intended to burn, it, of 
course, went out. (An Irishman will probably 
be hired, at an early date, to drop a charred 
match in the same heap.) 

The next morning the Spratville Shudlcap 
came out bristling with head-lines and fairly 
alive with local sensations. In the first column 
was a thrilling account of the old fisherman’s 
watery bath: “Saved! Saved!—A Boat Found- 
ers in the Bay—Help! Help!—An Old Man 
Struggling with the Tide—Almost Exhausted 
—An Unknown Rescuer—Particulars of the 
Affair.” 
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The next column was Mr. Spilkins’s effort: 
“Ninety Feet at a Leap!—A Dog Falls from 
the High Bridge—A Wild Howl of Anguish— 
The Dog Dwindles—Over and Over—Strikes 
the Water with a Dull Thud—His Remains 
Found on the Island.” (Mr. Spilkins omitted 
to state that the “remains” were discovered 
feasting contentedly on an old ‘dead horse.) 

“ Killed on the Rail!’ appeared next: “'Ten 
Valuable Cows Hurled into Eternity-— How 
Did it Happen ?—The Locomotive Spattered 
with Gore—One Cow on Top of the Smoke- 
stack—$10,000 Damages Demanded.” 

Fifteen hundred copies of the Skullcap were 
printed, and they were all gone before break- 
fast. ‘Twenty-five hundred were struck off be- 
fore noon, and still the great public clamored 
for more. The editor-in-chief and Mr. Spil- 
kins sat in the sanctum, and looked down upon 
the surging throng below. 

“T think we have struck it,”’ said the E, I. C. 
Mr. Spilkins nodded his head. 

“Do you think you could burn a barn this 
afternoon, Spilkins ?” 

“T will try.” 

“Very well. I will take one of my cousin’s 
children and lose him in the woods. ‘To-mor- 
row we will get up something new.” 

PAUL PASTNOR. 





PRESS OPINIONS OF A RECENT 
AMERICAN NOVEL. 


“Not available for any of our publications.” 
—FHarper & Bros. 

“Rejection by this magazine does not neces- 
sarily imply lack of literary merit.’”’— Zhe Cen- 
lury. 

“ Declined with thanks.””— Zhe AWantic. 

“The editor regrets to return the MSS., for 
the offer of which he is obliged.”—Zhe Man- 
hattan. 

“We are sorry to say that we cannot use the 
MSS., which we accordingly return.’’—Lippin- 
colt’. 

“Owing to the supply of material already on 
hand, we are unable to use it.”’—Appleton & Co, 





NOT POSSIBLE. 
A BUNCH of lilacs—summer’s pinken badges, 
They are so full of soft-like intimations, 
Especially wherein lie dreams of Madge’s 
Fair hands, which have with them borne 
sweet relations. 
Oh, June’s dear poems, can you be as tender— 
As bright as she, as far from actions fickle? 
But, if I thought you could, upon a bender 
I *d go, and squander every doggone nickel! 
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A CASE FOR CONJECTURE. 


It must be over a year since 
I became a subscriber to John 
Smith’s “ Pictorial.”? Yes, it is 
nearly two years; for it was in 
August of the summer before 
last, on a train which was bear- 
ing a boisterous party of Sunday- 
school picnickers to the camping- 
grounds at Grimsby, Ont., that 
I bought, read and admired my 
first copy of that more than per- 
fect weekly publication. The 
fact is, I was so confoundedly 
struck with the fine pictures and 
learned letter-press of the “ Pic- 
torial,” that, picnic- worn and 
nervous as I was on my return 
home, I wrote to the publisher, 
inclosing my name and the $4.00 
subscription - price, and since 
have garnered in weekly joy as 
a return for the trouble — and 
cash, 

I am fond of poetry. Not in 
chromo-covered books, lavishly 
tinseled and blue-lined, you un- 
derstand, but in newspapers and 
magazines, In that: great Lethe 
—that sure oblivion to the poor 
wretch who dares aspire to no 
higher setting for his productions, 
I find worlds of beauty; worlds 
of sentiment; worlds of perfec- 
tion! For me the unique, deep- 
down and essentially American 
poems of James Whitcomb Riley 
have golden charms, I love the 
washing-day “truths set forth in 
the verses of Ella Wheeler. Hal- 
lowed to me is the memory of 





Fitz James O’Brien, of George Arnold, of poor 
Marc Cook. In fine, there is nothing which 
bears the- general contour of versification that 


NO JUICE IN HIM 
A 





a 


TO SQUEEZE!” 





FOR TAMMANY. 





MRS. KELLY :—* BecorrA, TH'S Is THE DRYEST LEMON I EVER ‘THRIED 








———— 


does not plead to me to turn the sheet and | from a hopeless love. 


read, before diving into that more pfosaic form 





of composition which discourses composedly of | the lowest order of pathos at that 


the births, marriages, divorces and deaths of 


this world’s erratic inhabitants, 

Which serves to explain why 
I so particularly noted the effu- 
sions that, like great roses strewn 
on violet-beds of blue, shone 
weekly from the columns of John 
Smith’s “ Pictorial.” 

They were limited to two, 
always original, and most often 
unsigned by the fanciful dream- 
ers who gave them life. Of 
course they contained many de- 
fects. Sometimes the scheme was 
old; sometimes there was a start- 
ling deficiency in measure; often 
the hackneyed words of the ready- 
made newspaper had strayed in; 
and once in a while the grammar 
was a trifle “ off.’ But what of 
that? Wasn’t it Pliny who said 
that there is no book, however 
bad its contents, from which a 
good moral cannot be drawn ? 

And so it was with the poems 
in the “ Pictorial.’ ‘To me, never 
were they without a measure of 
delicate, undertone beauty, or 
fair, new suggestions of fancy or 
folly in thought. 

But the “lost”? poems were 
what charmed me most. I called 
them thus because they seemed 
ever to be afloat upon a stream. 
of sadness—a stream that moans 
and burbles through a grave-yard: 
glen. And yet, not exactly so, 


either; for the melancholy was not the one 
inspired by a death-loss, but that deeper and, 
perhaps, darker one—the kind which arises 


Their language ever savored of pathos, and 





has so far receded from the soul that the dark 


woodland borders of insanity or 
suicide seem almost in view. I 
have never heard but one exem- 
plification of that quality of woe 
existent in the “lost”? poems. It 
came, as I wandered by, through 
the doorway of a house in a 
Western city, that, in the course 
of my travels, knew my presence 
for a June week. It was the 
“Fifth Variation’ of de Beriot, 
coming, sweet and low as a love- 
lost wail, from the perfect touch 
of some unknown Paganini. 

For months I read, thought 
and dreamed about the “lost” 
poems, ~ Although they bore no 
signature, nevertheless some tacit 
understanding between writer 
and reader seemed to define the 
“‘you,” which so ofteu occurred 
as “he” or “him.” Undoubt- 
edly their author was a woman; 
but what woman? Who could 
she be? And in all this wide 
earth was there but “the one’’? 
Is there but one genuine case of 
sentiment in each person’s life, 
and does a woman ever entirely 
forget the only passion—and the 
one which was not to be? 

To my harrassed mind these 
were oft-recurring problems, 
deep, without means of solution, 
and as insistent as a strain from 
one of the “lost”? poems which 
used to ring sadly through my 
soul, no matter where I might be. 


‘¢Oh, heart’s best friend, may it yet 
not be, 
After love’s maddening, burning 
noon, 
With its smiting heat, that for you and me 


There remains a purer and dearer boon?” 
At last, resolved no longer to bear the sus- 
pense that mystery merges into misery, I wrote 
a letter to the proprietress of the “ Pictorial,” 


where Hope | (Smith, the original owner, having been sev- 





eral years deceased, his widow was conducting 
the journal,) entreating her to- 
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MERELY A SUGGESTION TO THOSE WHO CAN NOT LEAVE THEIR IIOMES. 


enlighten me as to the author- 
ship of the ‘lost’? poems, 
There was small reason for the 
supposition that she would com- 
ply with the request; but maybe 
—just maybe—the lady might 
pity my abject condition, and 
feed my curiosity with the name 
I longed for. I am still wait- 
ing, in a minor state of expect- 
ation, for an answer. But, in 
the meantime, my P. O. Box has 
been completely flooded with a 
countless number of envelopes 
containing circulars and chro- 
mo. advertising - cards, setting 
forth the fine utility and beauty 
of the “ Brace Sup Corset,”’ the 
great curative powers of Morce- 
death’s “June Specific,” the 
blissful health-lift which ingen- 
uity has concentrated in the 
manner of spreading the “ So- 
andso Lawn-Mower,” etc. At 
the bottom of each advertise- 
ment was this legend: 

WE REFER, BY PERMISSION, TO JOHN 

SMITH’S * PICTORIAL,” 

It seems singular, and yet a 
Philistine notion of mine at- 
taches some meaning to these 
advertising-cards. Iwonder 
| what possible connection they 
can have with the “lost’’ poems ? 


EDWARD WICK. 
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AS THE LADIES WILL PRESENT FLOWERS 


TO CONDEMNED MURDERERS— 























—PUCK CALLS THEIR ATTENTION TO THE ABOVE NEAT AND APPROPRIATE DESIGNS. 











PUCK AT THE PLAY-HOUSE. 





The caloric that has filled the atmosphere of late has 
caused many people to feel limp and disinclined to go to 
theatres; but some places of amusement are still open, 
and the entertainments thereat are attractive. For in- 
stance, at the GRAND OPERA House the banner of Cal- 
lender’s minstrels still waves on high. The show isa 
monster minstrel festival and comprises six companies of 
real Africans. The sliding roof and promenade are 
coming into requisition at the COSMOPOLITAN THEATRE, 
where Mestayer’s Tourists may now be seen, and can 
be recommended as a good form of amusement to enable 
the perspiring citizen to pass a pleasant summer evening. 

The new romantic drama called ‘¢ The Thunderbolt,”’ 
at the UNION SQUARE THEATRE, is described in the ad- 
vertisements as an immediate success. We can’t decide 
on its merits so quickly as the managers, but time will 
show. The play, at any rate, is seasonable, for this is the 
season of the year when the thunderbolt crop is gathered. 
Antonio Pastori’s temple of the drama in FouRTEENTH 
STREET is still occupied by Mr. Neil Burgess in his funny 
piay of «¢ Vim,” in which is the great circus scene on the 
revolving stage—not the doublestage. The double stage 
is peculiar to the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, where a 
new play, entitled «‘ The Rajah,” is undergoing repeti- 
tion. It is neither a fine nor a strong drama, but it will 
surely run as long as did ‘‘ The Professor,” with which 
it is about on a par, although in Mr. Gillette’s work 
there is more originality. Mr. Young’s “ Rajah” is a 
mosaic made up of characters from Dickens and bits of 
at least twenty plays familiar to American audiences. 
The scenery is simply beautiful, and the acting in the 
main exceedingly good. Miss Deaves shows some 
promise, and Mr. Klein, as a ridiculous fat « buttons,” 
creates merriment, more especially by tumbling into a 
real tub of water, which does duty for a brook, But the 
play will not add to Mr. William Young’s reputation as 
a dramatist, in spite of a strong dramatic situation in the 
last act, which was apparently too much for the author to 
handle with effect. 

The Thalia Theatre Company, under the command of 
general Carl Herrman, has come up-town as high as it 
can get and has halted at WALI.ACK’s THEATRE, where 
Ludwig Englander’s «*The Prince Consort,” with a 
strong chorus, fine scenery, handsome costumes, and a 
large orchestra, is being sung. Let all our Teutonic 
fellow-citizens take this fact to heart and profit by it. 
At the CAsINo we are notified that «* The Queen’s Lace 
Handkerchief” is once more on the boards of that 
scrumptuous establishment, and that Laura Joyce, Made- 
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week, at the STANDARD, we had a taste of Robertson’s 
*«* Home,” in which Mr. H. M. Pitt and his well selected 
company appeared to much advantage. Miss Addison 
was strong as Pinchbeck, and Miss Robbins and pretty 
Miss Nelly Howard did all that could be expected of 
them in their respective parts of Dora and Lucy. Now 
George H. Adams is at the theatre with his Humpty 
Dumpty Ballad and Specialty Co. Roland Reed ex- 
hibits himself in «¢ Cheek’ every evening at HAVERLY’s 
FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE. The loss of the well 
known lessee of $250,000 in mines has not diminished 
the excellence of the performance by the infinitesimal 
portion of a jot. 








Answers for the Anetons. 


Rejected articles are all chewed up 
By Puck’s new-bought Assyrian Pup. 

HASELTINE.—She wilts. 

J. F. F.—Much obliged—can’t use it. 

FRANTZ.—Quite correct. Much obliged. 

SCRIBENS.—Did you ever have scrivener’s palsy? No? 
Try it. 

H GayMmorE.—No, sir. 
partment. 

FRED.—You are new; but your joke is not. 
this waste-basket. 

A GREEK STUDENT.--Very good. Please send name 
and P. O. address. 

GEORGE B.—Wrap yourself in a leaf of the shrinking 
lily-of-the-valley, and go off somewhere and die. 

F. H., Little Rock.—* Did it paralyze us?” Yes, 
but, thank heaven, the stroke was stayed until we had 
got it into the waste-basket. 

R. O. N.—We have no use for «* The Three Young 
Men of C.,” or for anything else that goes ‘to the air” 
of any tired old English song. We don’t care for « C.,” 
or for the three young men, or for the poem. It is early 
in the season; but we think your muse needs a vacation. 


Apply to our business de- 


Hence 


LITERARY NOTE. 


A thing of beauty and a joy to the vision of the bi- 
cyclist is the souvenir just issued as a gratuitous supple- 
ment to 7ze Wheel, the well-known Boston publication. 
It will be treasured by all interested in this form of loco- 
motion, and will serve to keep the meet of ’83 fresh in 


line Lucette, Louise Paullin, John Howson and Digby | the memory of bicyclists. The souvenir itself would do 


Bell will, as usual, do the necessary warbling. 


Last | credit to any publishing house in the country. 





POSSIBLE CANDIDATES FOR THE 
PRESIDENCY. 





Most of the newspapers throughout the country are al- 
ready mentioning the names of desirable candidates for 
the Presidency. It is true it is rather early inthe cam- 
paign to make nominations; but, nevertheless, we append 
a few extracts from some of these journals, in which are 
set forth the special qualifications of various eminent citi- 
zens for the high office. 


[From the Arapah e Six-Shooter.] 


No one, we are convinced, after deliberation of the 
most mature kind, would make a grander President than 
that high-toned and aristocratic gentleman, Colonel 
Ripup Seesnakes Smith, the most elegant Alderman this 
metropolis has ever had. Colonel Smith, as a young 
man, was as ready with his shooting-iron as with his elo- 
quence; but that was in his early cow-boy days. He 
carries now but a simple bowie. 

If the Colonel is nominated we know he will be 
elected, and will bind the Southern States in closer union 
with the North. He is sound alike on protection and 
free trade, and his political views on whiskey are well 
known. It is about time that a chivalrous Southern noble 
filled the Presidential chair. Colonel Ripup Seesnakes 
Smith is that kind of a man 


[From the Deadhorse Drum.] 


We are informed by the very highest authorities that 
there is a surprise in store for the fifty-two millions of in- 
habitants of this country. As we are sworn to secresy, 
we cannot divulge the names of our informants; but our 
duty as public journalists will permit of our saying this 
much: The men who are credited with Presidential as- ° 
pirations will be left entirely in the background, and a 
dark horse will flit like a meteor across the political 
firmament. He will be nominated on the forty-seventh 
ballot, and will be the standard-bearer of his party in 
1884. Need we say who is the person referred to? Our 
readers must have already guessed. It is no other than 
Ezra Q. Dusenbury, who has in a hundred ways mani- 
fested his fitness for the office to which he will assuredly 
be elected. Remember our prophetic words: Ezra Q. 
Dusenbury, the dark horse for ’84. 


[From the Tuolumne Tooter.] 


There is a strong feeling in political circles that the 
Hon. Slocum W. Gash, our late representative in the 
State legislature, is the most available candidate for the 
Presidential nomination now before ihe country, and 
when the convention is called, next June, it will be made 
to feel the weight of this sentiment. We can point with 
pride to the record of our representative. The son of a 
humble mud-scow captain, he has risen by energy and 
perseverance and the force of native talent to a lofty and 
commanding position in the political arena, and we pro- 
phesy that it will not be long ere a grateful nation offers 
him the highest office within the gift of the people. Let 
it then be remembered that the Zoo/er was the first to 
fling to the breeze the name of Slocum W. Gash, 


[From the Cross-Roads Clarion. 


The Bugbee boom is booming! 

Alpheus G. Bugbee will be the next Presidential can- 
didate of the party. 

And don’t you forget it! 

Bugbee is the man of the people. 

Bugbee represents the intelligence of the masses. 

Bugbee will sustain the commercial interests of the 
community. 

The country wants Bugbee. 

No lily-handed aristocrats neec hope to govern our 
fifty-two millions of free people while Alpheus Bugbee 
stands a bright exemplar of the independent and incor- 
ruptible son of labor. 

The trumpet has sounded. 

The party will accept the candidate of the Clarion. 

The Cross-Roads will produce the next President of 
the United States. 


[From the Sixth Ward Dynamiter.] 

The time of the people has arrived. The long suffer- 
ing, down-trodden masses will rise in their might and 
insist upon their delegates voting solid for Carl O’Sharks 
for President in 1884, on the Workingmen’s Demo- 
cratic Socialistic ticket. When Carl O’Sharks is Presi- 
dent, his admirable system of Communism will become 
the law of the land. This is why Carl O’Sharks must 
be elected. The objection made to O’Sharks that he is 
only an American naturalized citizen and not native- 
born must go for nothing. We demand an amendment 
to the constitution to meet the case of the great gutter-born 
champion of rights and liberties of the people, Carl 
O’Sharks. Down with monopoly and monopolists! He 
has honored every profession with which he has been 
connected. As bootblack, policeman, Deputy-Sheriff, 
rum-seller, moonshiner, Police-Justice, Alderman, Mem- 
ber of Assembly, and club-house keeper he has alike dis- 
tinguished himself. 
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WuicH We Hore Never To SEE AGAIN 
CoLuMNS OF OuR ESTEEMED CONTEMPORARIES. 


PET PHRASES 


Sickening thud. 


The happy pair. 


ed 


Wee sma’ hours. 


Speckled beauties. 





Regardless of expense. 





Launched into eternity. 


The immediate vicinity. 





Disciples of Izaak Walton. 





The extreme penalty of the law. 


A revolting spectacle was witnessed. 
The house was crowded to the doors. 
A wealthy and public-spirited citizen. 
The sight was shocking in the extreme. 


The perpetrators of the dastardly crime are 














still at large. 


Devotees of Terpsichore tripped the light 


fantastic toe. 


The tables groaned under the weight of a 





bountiful repast. 


IN THE 





AT THE CONCERT. 


I, 


It was ** Twickenham Ferry ”’ she sang— 
Oh, I thought my existence a dream, 
Just of myriad bird-notes that rang 
O’er my couch ’mong the daisies of cream; 
And it seemed that her lips of proverbial « cherry ” 
Kissed each separate word of that «¢ Twickenham Ferry.”’ 


Il. 


For she sang—let me see—with ** éc/at’— 
At least so the journals, next day, 
Said, in critical comment—but, bah! 
J thought her*divine—or a jay— 
Full of sweet vocal chat, sometimes grave, sometimes 


merry, 
Deluged deep in the mazes of «« Twickenham Ferry.” 


Ill. 


Long after her white throat had stilled 
Its stream of mellifluous net, 
I came from my day-dream quite chilled 
By a blast from the clarinet; 
And * Love, like a rose, in the stern of the wherry,”’ 
I knew, had crossed with me at ‘¢ Twickenham Ferry.” 


IV, 
And so, after all had been played, 
And ceased had the tenor’s sad squawk, 
I very contentedly strayed 
By her side on the dusk homeward walk; 
And I ’m sure it was Love on my lips that said: «Carrie, 
Would you like to be somebody’s ‘ Twickenham Fairy’ ?” 


v * 


Ah, me! if I never had heard 
And loved that soft voice—what a fool!— 
My feelings would not have been stirred, 
For she acted decidedly cool, 
And said: ‘¢ I am sorry, but you I can’t marry— 


You have not enough money for ‘Twickenham Ferry’ !” 


EDWARD WICK. 


| FASHION ITEMS. 





FoR THE BENEFIT OF WATERING-PLACE JOURNALS. 


Mr. John Smith, of Smithfield-super-Ssmith- 
leigh, England, is making a tour of our popular 
summer resorts,’ 


The owners of fashionable cottages at El- 
beron take their lawns in every night for fear of 
spoiling them, and have them carefully dusted 
in the morning and tacked down again. 


Mr, Samuel de Posen, one of the brightest 
ornaments of the Hebrew race in America, will 
make an extended trip this summer, for the 
purpose of visiting various points of interest.* 


Miss Luella Perkomer, tie distinguished poet- 
ess, and authoress of the popular volume of 
graceful poems entitled “‘Gwyllda—a Heart’s 
Hollowness,” will pass the summer at her fa- 
ther’s fine old residence in Northern New York. * 

The Caramel cigarette is becoming a favor- 
ite among the young ladies at our summer ho- 
tels, The tobacco is ingeniously introduced 
into a cavity in the caramel, and the fair de- 
votee of the weed may get to leeward of any 
male smoker, and indulge her taste without 
danger of being observed. 








1 Mr. Ssmith has the aristocratic peculiarity of always 
departing from a house by way of his bedroom window. 
He explains: that in England it is considered ill-bred to 
extend a formal farewell to your host. 


2 With a gripsack and a tray of suspenders, 





3 Old man Perkomer’s farm up Chemung way. 
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FATHER BISMARCK:—WELL, MOTHER KatsER, I THINK WE CAN REST IN PEACE NOW. 
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WELL PROTECTED FOR SOME TIME TO COME. 
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WE’VE GOT THE YOUNG EMPIRE PRETTY 
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Ciry MAN GoING TO SPONGE ON COUNTRY FRIEND.—‘‘ Yes, it’s a pile 
to deposit; but, you see, I ain’t going to spend a cent for two months.” 


PROFIT AND 





COUNTRY LOSS. 
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FARMER FRIEND.—‘‘Yes, it’s a heap to draw out; but I’ve got to make 
ready for the city folk.” 

















SOME INCIDENTS IN THE LIFE 
OF ANTONY. 


Antony was a very handsome youth, and 
when he reached the voting age he wore such 
Brobdingnagian-brimmed hats, skyward collars, 
skin-tight trousers and abbreviated coats that 
the newspaper wits called him a dude. Among 
his earliest acquaintances was one Curio—not 
a Japanese Curio, but a young man of rather 
accelerated habits, who introduced him to the 
opium “joints,’’ slugging-matches, pool-rooms, 
and other gilded haunts of vice, and Antony 
soon ran into debt almost as rapidly as Mr. ‘Til- 
den’s nephews. His father endeavored to per- 
suade him to turn from his evil ways, and shun 
such disreputable places as slugging-matches; 
but Antony said he saw C, A. Dana, Roscoe 
Conkling and other prominent citizens at such 
exhibitions, and he thought if they could stand 
it, he could. ‘This retort silenced the old man. 

The Roman Punch said it was not Curio(us) 
that Antony should become so dissipated, all 
things considered. Upon reading this execrable 
pun, he resolved to lead a different life. He 
left Italy and traveled into Greece, but was not 
accompanied by a hand-organ and a monkey. 
In this respect he differed from those who leave 
Italy and travel into America. In Greece he 
learned the art of war, poker, oratory, croquet, 
and other valuable accomplishments, and soon 
after he enlisted for four years or the war. 
He was always in favor of the next war, as well 
as the one after the next, and was never called a 
Copperhead. He would plunge the country 
into a war on the shallowest pretext, and won 
battles so rapidly that he kept a dozen artists 
of one illustrated paper busy sketching engage- 
ments on the spot to keep up with him, 

Antony’s principal enemy was one Cesar, 
who, although not a graduate of West Point, 
made it decidedly sultry for Antony, at times, 
But Antony, in the initial years of his military 
career, appeared to have a Mascotte, for even 
the elements favored him. When he was en- 
gaged in a naval battle, and getting the worst 
of it, a sympathizing cyclone would come along 
and dash the enemy’s ships to pieces against 
the rocks and carry Antony’s to a harbor of 
safety. 

After putting down Dolabella, who had seized 


the forum, Antony went in for-ru—that is, he 
again took to drink, and began to make Rome 
howl with his Bacchanalian doings, He under- 
took to outshine the Vanderbilt Easter ball, by 
erecting gorgeous pavilions and giving banquets 
costing more per bang. than an editor’s an- 
nual salary. He drove out in a gold chariot 
drawn by lions, and indulged in other reckless 
extravagances to such an extent that the citi- 
zens formed a Committee of One Hundred and 
declared that Reform was necessary. Then 
he swore off again, and married a widow named 
Fulvia, a female suffragist, who always answered 
the summons when any one demanded to see 
the head of the house. 

One night Antony, after eating a dish of 
pickled tripe, a section of mince-pie, a dozen 
fried oysters, and drinking seven schooners of 
beer, dreamed that his right hand was thunder- 
struck. ‘The wonder is that he didn’t dream 
that he was thunderstruck all over. He regarded 
the dream as an unlucky omen, and consulted his 
dream-book to ascertain its meaning, whence 
he learned that young Cesar was plotting his 
murder. Another war was the result; and it 
was a dull year for battles when they didn’t 
average two or three a week. 

Antony was an open-hearted, generous man, 
and thought nothing of taking a $25,000 house 
from Johannes Smithus and presenting it to his 
own coachman, He became so free with other 
people’s property that a rumor became current 
that he was Herr Most in disguise. 

A turning-point in the life of Antony was 
when he became mashed on Miss Cleopatra, a 
professional beauty of Egypt. He summoned 
the lady to his presence to reprimand her for vio- 
lating the neutrality laws and giving aid and 
comfort to the rebels. 

“ Now you just lay low,” said Miss Cleo, to 
one of her attendants, as she read the summons: 
“and see me paralyze him with my charms.” 
And she immediately began preparations for 
the journey. “ Let’s see, now,”’ she mused, sur- 
veying herself in a large pier-glass: “‘ which one 
of my Worth dresses shall I wear? There’s my 
‘ ivory satin with a long plain train, embroidered 
in a rich scroll pattern, with pearls, white jet 
and heavy silk down the sides and round the 
bottom, with square-cut bodice, richly em- 
broidered and surrounded with a standing 





‘ fraise of exquisite lace. Everybody tells me I 





look bewitching in /Aa/. And there is my com- 
bination of shrimp-pink, with a lovely brocade 
on a tinted ground, with the bodice cut in 
one with the train, trimmed with irregular falls 
of lace at the sides, and softly puffed at the 
back. ‘That is too awfully sweet for anything; 
but I guess I'll wear the gauzy thing I wore at 
the masquerade ball the other night, when I 
personated Venus on the half-shell rising from 
the sea.” 

This dress was cut scandalously décolleté all 
over, and one of her lady-friends asked her if 
she was going to attend one of Lord Lorne’s 
full-dress receptions. 

Cleopatra fitted out a gilded barge in a lavish 
style of lavishness—with oars of silver beating 
time to the music of flutes and harps, while she 
listlessly lay under a canopy of gold, fanned by 
imitation cherubs and sea-nymphs. The turn- 
out was stunningly stunning, and newspaper 
reporters, after writing seven columns of de- 
scription of the affair, said that words failed to 
convey an idea of the great splendor of the 
pageant. ‘The throngs of people on the banks, 
who followed the galley up the river, mistook 
Cleopatra for the $10,000 beauty of one of the 
many greatest shows on earth. 

When she landed, Antony sent her a pressing 
invitation to attend a banquet in her honor, 
She declined. She said she did not resemble 
that kind of hair-pin, to any great extent. Then 
Antony put on his polka-dot blue silk necktie, 
steel-pen coat, and other clothes to correspond, 
and visited the beauty. As soon as he saw her, 
he was struck with a feeling of goneness which 
permeated his entire system. He had it in such 
a violent form that he followed her to Alex- 
andria, and the Chicago newspapers called the 
shameful doings “Another Gebhardt-Langtry 
Affair.” 

Cleopatra possessed a thousand gifts of flat- 
tery, and when Antony became low-spirited, 
through receiving a bill from his tailor, or some- 
thing that way, she would soon banish his gloom 
with her bright smiles and lively conversation. 
One day he went fishing with her, and, although 
he didn’t neglect to dig good bait, he failed 
to catch a single fish, Cleopatra chaffed him 
on his ill-luck, whereupon he employed men to 
secretly dive under the boat and put on his 
hook fish already taken, Then he would pull 
up a ten-pounder and exclaim: 









































256 


rc. 








“Isn’t that a stunner! I felt him nibbling at 
my hook five minutes ago.” 

Cleopatra had detected the ruse, but she 
feigned surprise and admiration. Finally she 
bribed a diver to put a salt mackerel on his hook. 

‘Great kingdom!”’ exclaimed Antony, as he 
pulled up the fish: “how that fellow did jerk!” 

Then, when he saw he had caught a salt- 
mackerel, he looked pained, and wanted to go 
away somewhere and die. He was so mad he 
said he would never speak to Cleopatra again; 
but she wheedled him into a good humor, and 
the newspaper correspondent who accompanied 
the party sent an Associated Press dispatch 
stating that Antony caught six dozen trout 
weighing ten pounds each. When Antony got 
home the trout weighed fifteen pounds apiece. 

New Year’s Day having again rolled around, 
Antony indulged in his usual annual “swear- 
off,” and left Cleopatra. His first wife having 
died, he married Ceesar’s eldest sister, Octavia. 
He soon smashed his last good resolutions, how- 
ever, and again sought the Egyptian Queen, 
He was so delighted to see her that he made her 
presents of several towns that did not belong 
to him, and another war followed. 

After a time Cleopatra conceived the idea 
that Antony loved Octavia more than he did 
herself—a ridiculous notion, seeing that Oc- 
tavia was his wife—and feigned to be dying for 
love of him. She stopped eating Anti-Fat, and 
immediately began to lose flesh. 

Antony, who was making preparations to em- 
bark in a new war—several weeks having elapsed 
since he was engaged in one—deferred the tri- 
fling undertaking and returned to Alexandria, 
where he proclaimed Cleopatra Queen of Egypt, 
Cyprus, Oshkosh, Libya, Weehawken and many 
other places too numerous to mention. He 
gave her the library of Pergamus, containing 
two hundred thousand volumes; but, as it didn’t 
contain any of the novels of M. Zola, Ouida, 
Mrs. Southworth and other classic writers, she 
didn’t revel in it with much revelry. 

Cleopatra, having become weary of war and 
torn by jealousy, began to think of death. She 
built several large monuments, in which she 
stored her treasures and jewels. She had enough 
free advertising, and was therefore averse to 
having her diamonds stolen. 

Antony, becoming disheartened at Cleopa- 
tra’s enigmatical conduct and his numerous de- 
feats in war, also began to think that life was 
not worth the wear and tear of living. Failing 
to find a new patent fire-escape with which to 
experiment, he ordered one of his servants to 
run a sword through him, The menial drew 
the weapon, as if to comply with the request, 
but slew himself. He preferred a sudden death 
to being arrested for murder and listening a 
month or two to a couple of lawyers trying to 
prove that he was insane, and that all his an- 
cestors for generations were howling lunatics. 

“ That looked very easy,”’ remarked Antony, 
as he drew the sword from the body of his 
servant: “and seemed to go right to the spot 
with more suddenness than a patent-medicine, 
and I guess I'll take a dose myself.” 

And he did; but the wound did not prove 
immediately mortal. He was carried to the 
monument of Cleopatra, and died in her arms. 
She gave him a funeral almost as imposing as a 
New York prize-fighter’s. She did not long 
survive him, mourning goods not being suited 
to her complexion. The cause of her death is 
a mystery. Some say she fatally bit herself with 
a snake, while others believe that she was poi- 
soned by wearing colored stockings. That she 
is dead, however, there doesn’t seem to be a 
particle of room for doubt. She was only thirty- 
nine yearseold when she joined the innumerable 
caravan, etc.; but she saw enough of the sun- 
shine and shadows of life during that period to 
have been one hundred and thirty-nine. 
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THE MAN IN THE Moon. 


Oh, the man in the moon has a crick in his 
back; 
Whee! 
Whimm! 
Ain’t you sorry for him? 
And a mole on his nose that is purple and 
black; 
And his eyes are so weak that they water and 
run 
If he dares to dream even to look at the sun; 
So he just dreams of stars, as the doctors ad- 
vise. 
My! 
Eyes! 
But isn’t he wise 
To just dream of the stars as the doctors ad- 
vise P 


And the man in the moon has a boil on his ear; 
Whee! 
Whing! 
What a singular thing! 
I know! but these facts are authentic, my 
dear— 
There ’s a boil on his ear, and a corn on his 
chin— 
He calls it a dimple, but dimples stick in; 
Yet it might be a dimple turned over, you 
know; 
Whang! 
Ho! 
Why, certainly so! 
It might be a dimple turned over, you know! 


And the man in the moon has a rheumatic 
knee, 
Gee! 
Whizz! 
What a pity that is! 
And his toes have worked round where his 
heels ought to be; 
So whenever he wants to go north he goes 
south, 
And comes back with porridge-crumbs all round 
his mouth, 
And he brushes them off with a Japanese fan, 
Whing! 
Whann! 
What a marvelous man! 
What a very remarkably marvelous man! 
—./. W. Riley, in Indianapolis Journal, 


A GERMAN scientist says that sound is always 
accompanied by a sensation of color, for in- 
stance: “A melody played on a tenor saxo- 
phone is yellow, on a clarinet red, on a piano 
blue.” This may explain why people who live 
next-door to a piano-practising school-girl al- 
ways feel so blue when she begins her day’s 
exercises.—Philadelphia Nws. 


A MAN with a club in his hand was found on 
Canal Street yesterday morning. He was wait- 
ing for the man who asks: “Is this hot enough 
for you ?”—W. O. Picayune. 





CASTORIA. 
Life is restless and days are fleeting, 
Children bloom, but they die in teething; 
Example take from Queen Victoria, 
Children nine all took CASTORIA. 
No sleepless nights from babies crying, - 
Like larks they rise in early morning. 





The adoption of Swayne’s Ointment by those disfigured 
with skin diseases, is worth the attention of the reader. 


PILES. PILES. PILES. 


Cured without the use of the knife, powder or salves; patient 
suffers no pain; no charge until cured; consultation free; write 
for references. Dr. A. A. CORKINS, No, 11 East 29th Street. 

Second Edition! Second Edition! 


**PICKINGS FROM PUCK.” 


64 Pages, Puck Size. Over 300 Illustrations. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 

To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 
appear. PUBLISHERS Puck. 

















ON THE PLAINS 


CHOLERA!! 
BAD WATER!! 
EXHAUSTION !! 

















HORT, SHARP and 
DECISIVE are the 
attacks of Cholera and se- 
vere Cramps, and the trouble 
requires like treatment. 

In TRAVELING, a man is 
ofttimes tied up in a bow- 
knot in a few minutes, and 
before he knows it, by Cramp. 
If he has a bottle of Brown’s 
Ginger (THE GENUINE) with 
him, he can easily be made 
as comfortable as he desires 
by taking a dose or so in 
HOT water. Remember! hot 
water should be used, if pos- 
sible, to produce prompt ef- 
fect. 

REMEMBER!! BROWN’S 
GINGER, the Genuine, is pro- 
tected by the Steel Engraved 
Label, U.S. Internal Revenue 
Stamp, and new additional 
Trade Mark in Red, White 
and Black. 


PHILADELPHIA, 
FREDERICK BROWN. 
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for the Million. 


The largest assortment in the World from the smallest to the largest 
size in Solid Gold, Silver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—all 
reliable and each fully warranted. Chains, Rings, Lace Pins, Ear- 
rings, Bangle Bracelets, Cuff Buttons, Studs etc., at prices in reach 
ofall. Also, bargains in Diamonds. 

An article of. Jewelry is the most suitable gift for a lady or gentle- 
man, and this is the best place to buy it. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
Price list free 363 Canal Street, New York. 








CUSTOM TAILORING. 
Light, Durable Fabrics for Summer Wear. 
MODERATE PRICES. 


MICULL, the Tall 


S2o BROADWAT S2o. 
139—151 BOWERY. 


Samples and SgELF-MEASUREMENT Chart mailed on application. 
BraAncH STORES IN ALL Principar Cities, 
























































‘*The first and heaviest load to cross 
the Brooklyn Bridge was the immense 
truck of Dr. Scott, carrying the average 
daily shipment of his Electric Brushes, 
Corsets, Belts, etc. President Arthur 
remarked that he would rather be Dr. 
Scott than President.’’—City Pager. 
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This Bridge is made of Wire! Millions of people in America are laboring under the delusio: that Dr. Scott’s Electric Brushes are made of Wire. 
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always of Pure Bristles. An immense number of Common Wire Brushes have been sold through Dr. Scott’s advertisements, and thousands of people have been industriously rubbing their heads 
with them during the past three years, until bald, supposing that they were using Dr. Scott’s—the only Electric Brush in the world. All should understand that Dr. Scott’s are made of pure bristles, 
and that the use of Wire Brushes is most injurious to the scalp and hair. 





THEY WILL POSITIVELY 


CUR 


ness!! Dandruff and Diseases of the Scalp! ! 


are not totally destroyed. 





Nervous Headache in 5 minutes!! Bilious Headache in 
minutes!! Neuralgiain 5 minutes!! Falling Hair and Bald- 


Promptly Arrests Premature Grayness!! Make the Hair 
Grow Long and Glossy!! Rarely fails to produce a rapid 
growth of hair on bald heads, where the glands and follicles Each Hair Brus 








NEW PRICES! 


Owing to the unprecedented success attending the sale and use of our renowned 


DR. SCOTT’S ELECTRIC BRUSHES 


at $3, and in response to a very general naicy for cheaper goods possessing the same therapeutic 
uality, we have placed on the market a ful 
1.00, $1 50, $2 00, $2 50, and $3 O00. 
i h has the same elegant design peculiar to our well-Known $3 00 one, and con- 
tains the same electro-magnetic power—the difference being only in the size, Each is hand- 
somely boxed, accompanied by a silver-plated compass, by which its power can always be tested. 


$1, $1.50, $2, $2.50, $3. 


line of these beautiful and invaluable remedies, retailing at 


BITHER BIND SENT, POSTPAID, ON TRIAL. 


We will send either kind, postpaid, on receipt of the price, with 20c, added for packing and registration. 
or currency, payable to George A. Scott, 842 Broadway, New York; or ask your druggist for them. These are not wire brushes. Mention Puck. Dr. 


$1 50, $2 00, and $3 00, on above terms 


Corsets—new prices, $1 00, 
cures Rheumatism and nearly all pains and aches, 





The price will be returned if not just as represented. Remit by draft, P. O. money order’ 


cott’s Flesh Brush, $3 00; Electric 


Agents Wanted. Dr. Scott’s Electropathic Adjustable Belt, price $3 00. ‘The Flesh Brush 





DECKER 


BROTHERS’ 
MATCHLESS PIANOS, 
33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


THE ORGUINETTE 








Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 
IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 
IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 
Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Orgars may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees. ag Send for Circular 





tay at home. Sump!es worth $5 free. Addr 
$5 to $20 Srsck ¥Co."Fortiand, Maine me 





B OKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 


STOMACH BITTERS, 


AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








“My gracious, Sarah!” exclaimed Farmer 
John: “what are you setting those old hens for? 
Send them to market at once. Spring-chickens 
are selling at sixty cents a pound.”—PaAila, 
Mws. 

‘TALMAGE says that a man can do only one 
thing well. For some time he has been trying 
to lecture and preach both.—J. O. Picayune. 





*Dr. S. B. Brittan says: ‘‘ Asa rulephysiciansdo 
not, by their professional methods, build up the fe- 
male constitution, while they seldom cure the dis- 
eases to which itisalways liablein our variable cli- 
mate and under ourimperfect civilization. Specia) 
remedies are often required to restore organic har- 
mony and strengthen the enfeebled powers of 
womanhood; and for most of these we are indebt- 
ed to persons outside of the medical profession. 
Among the very best of these remedies I assign 
@ prominent place to Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound. 





THE 


nSiV0CRAHS 


(HEARSONS PATENT U.S A.) 
10, JAN. ‘82 


POCKET 


$100 
SIZ 


K 
100 
IZE 


A reservoir Penholder, carrying a nibbed pen and sufficient ink 
for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non lible pens, ch ble at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 

Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 

N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
but a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers. It preserves all 
the usual ch istics of the iwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. 

MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 
Bole Li and Manuf 


THOS.DE LA RUE & CO. 


LONDON. PARIS. & NEW YORK. 


BROORLYN BRIDGE AND MAYOR BEATTY, 


or, Great Public Enterprises and Self-made Men. 

On the 3d of January, 1870, the work of preparing for the foundations of 
the towers of thé now famous Brooklyn Bridge was begun. On April 1, 
1870, Daniel F. Beatty left his father’s home in Hunterdon Courty, New 
Jersey, penniless. To-day he owns the largest Reed Organ Works in ex 
istence, and doing a business of several millions of dollarsannually. Credit 
is due to those who managed the great ridge, same may be sail in refer- 
ence to Mayor Beatty, of Washington, New Jersey, Who is now shipping 
an Organ every ten minutes 


























PIANOS. 


PREFERRED sy Leapinc ArtIsTs. 
Salesroom: 149—155 E, 14th Street, N. Y. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 
Address 


Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 





They are not and never have been, but 





THE BRADLEY 








ROAD CART 


r Pp our No. 4 or Phaeton Cart. 
We also make them with skeleton bodies, just the thing for jox- 
ving trotters or breaking colts, Our No. 3‘ or Single Park 
Cart is used very extensively by Gentlemen Drivers in epeed- 
ing on the road or track, weighs 100 1bs., and ae handsomely 
linished as the finest carriage, 


FIVE STYLES weighing from 90 to 460 Ibs. 

Prices from BSO vo SSO. 

62 First-Class in every respect, and everybody likes them: 
Send for Illustrated Price List. 


BRADLEY & CO, S=5s2us ta 











Dental Office. 
PHILIPPINE DIEFENBACH- 
SROCHSESS, 
162 W. 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Aves., New York. 
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A VETERAN SOLDIER. 

Mr. G. F. Bowxzs, of No. 24 Common Street, Lynn, 
Mass., says:— : 

“« While in the army, at the battle of Spottsylvania. I 
fell while getting over a rail-fence and was badly injured 
and left fur dead, but after a time I was picked up by 
comrades; and upon examination it was found that my 
back was badly hurt and my kidneys seriously injured, 
and I have suffered the most excruciating pain since, 
and could obtain no relief, although treated by several 
physicians, and I had given up all hope of getting help 
when I was recommended to use Hunt’s Remedy. I pur- 
chased several bottles at one of our drug stores in Lynn, 
and began to use it as directed. and can now attend to 
business and am free from the pains I formerly had; 
and I wish to say ‘to my friends and comrades that 
Hunt's Remedy will do all that is claimed for it, and 
worthy of all praise. You can use my testimony when 

ou have occasion to, as I most heartily recommend it 
to all that have kidney or liver troubles.” 

April 26, 1883. oe 


“YOU MAY USE MY NAME.” 

I desire to inform you what your valuable medicine 
has done for me. I was induced to try it by a member 
of our family, ‘‘who had been benefited by its use.” I 
have suffered terribly from kidney difficulties. At times 
I have been very bad, having severe pains in my back, 
with general loss of strength and vitality. 

My urine was very bad, with a heayy sediment of 
brick-dust, which was fast leading to gravel. I com- 
menced using Hunt’s Remedy, with a marked improve- 
ment from the start; the pains left, the urine became 
more natural, and I can truly say one bottle effected a per- 
manent cure. 

I have recommended it to mavy persons both here 
and in Boston, all of whom speak of it with the highest 


raise. ° 
, You are at liberty to use.this letter or my name in any 
manner you may think best, that other sufferers may 
learn the value of the greatest of all remedies. 
Most truly yours, JOHN F. COX, 


62 Pleasant St. 
Maxpen, Mass., April 23, 1883. 


“ Wuat is dynamite, mother ?”? asked young 
Diamondstud, looking up from his morning 
paper, in which he had been reading the news 
from Ireland. 

“Dynamite, my son, is a very dangerous 
kind of powder.” 

“Oh, yes! I know what it is, then; Miss 
Fussanfeather uses it on her face. I got a lot 
of it on the lapel of my dress-coat last night, 
while dancing with her, and it almost ruined 
it.”"—Vonkers Statesman, 


Ir was the custom among American Indians 
to burn up the wigwam of a deceased brave to 
prevent his relatives quarreling over his prop- 
erty. These noble red men, who are now be- 
ing hunted and driven from their lands, were 
much in advance of the civilization that shows 
disgusting squabbles over wills, and fights in 
families for possession of the two coppers that 
kept down the eye-lids of a deceased uncle.— 
N. O. Picayune, 


You can’t convince the countryman who 
madly rings the church-bell half-an-hour after 
every man, woman and child in the village has 
arrived at the scene of the conflagration that 
he didn’t take the principal part in extinguish- 
ing the fire.— Boston Post. 


AND now does the lovely small boy grow 
almost green with rage when he sees thousands 
of white high hats being worn and no snow- 
balls to hit them with.—P4Aila. Kronikle- Herald, 


Ir is not on record that Satan ever stopped 
because the mercury got above 80°.—Bosion 
Herald, 













ANGosTUR 
BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of 
5 exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
4 and all disorders of the Digestive 
A bo A few drops impart a 
delicious flayor to a glass ot cham- 
pasne, and to all summer drinks. 
z ‘ry it, but beware of counterfeits. 
4 Ask your grocer or druggist for 
4 the genuine article, manufactured 
al ~- J. G@. B. SLIEGERT & 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor To J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
61 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


HERCULES MALTWINE 


The most efficacious, delicious, and Saeco 
PUREST EXTRACT of MALT in Fst 
existence, an unexcelled remedy for 
INDIGESTION, MALNUTRI- 
TION, and DEBILITY; a thorough 
restorative for ENFEEBLED PER- 
SONS, CONVALESCENTS, 
NURSING MOTHERS, and Chil- 
dren of Delicate Health. 

Sold by all druggists and fine gro- 
cers. 25 cents per bottle. 7 = } 
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POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 



















The best regul-tor of the digestive organs and the best appe- 
tizer known is Angostura Bitters. ‘I'ry it, but beware of 
imitations, Get from your g ocer or druggist the genuine article, 
manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 





** T owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 





ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Ton- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuTicuRA REMEDIES. 

CuticurA REsoLvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

CutTicurA, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from Cuticura, i: indispensable in treating Skin 
_ Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sunburn, and Greasy 

in. 

Cuticura Remeptss are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Potter DruG anv CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLES. 
Thousands in daily use by doctors, lawyers, 
ministers, editors, merchants, &c., &c. Send 
c. stamp for elegantly illustrated 36-page cata- 
ogue to 
THE POPE MFG, CoO., 
575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
New York Rip1nG-ScuHoot, 214 E. 34th St. 
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HOTEL KAATERSKILL, 
CATSKILL MOUNTAINS. 
Third Season opens June 26th. All Rail Route from New York 
For terms, etc., address: E. A. GILLETT, 
237 Broadway, New York. 


[Who may be seen personally at Windsor Hotel, New York 
City, on ‘Tuesdays.] 





$66 a week in your own town. Terms and $4 outfit free. Address 
H. Hatrett & Co., Poi » Maine. 








BEFORE USING. 









NN NY 
AFTER USING. 









_. Nature will restore the Hair if you will help it, even as a worn-out soil will grow good crops 

if you feed it with a proper fertilizer. If a farmer was to apply lime where stable manure was 

needed, and failed to get a crop, was it the fault of the soil or of knowledge on his part? If we 

be reached? BENTON'S HAIR GROWER will GROW HAIR, CURE DANDRUFF, 
e reache ; wi 

and STOP FALLING HAIR. Price, $1.00 per Bottle, by mail free. ” 


“ee BENTON HAIR GROWER CO., Brainard Block, Cleveland, 0. 



















Has no equal for cleaning all kinds of Kitchen Utensils, Tin, Brass or 
Copper, Knives, Forks, Crockery, Glassware, Bath Tubs, Paint, Oil Cloth, 
Marble Mantles, &c. 
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BAUS PIANOS 


ad in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. PUY 
Warerooms: 26 W. 23rd St.. | 


Billiard and Poel ‘Balls 
CHECKS, 
MARTINGALE [INGS, 
BRUSHES, 
MIRRORS and COMBS, 
aT THE 
WELLING 


COMP. IVORY MFG. Co. 
25! Centre St. 
Send for the Jumbo Catalogno. 





JUMBO % 
“ 











AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 


Warerooms: 900 BROADWAY , Corner 20th Street, N. Y. 





ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


CARMENTS. 


In order to reduce stock preparatory to 
extensive alterations and enlargement of 
our premises, will offer the balance oi Paris 
Costumes, Suits, Dinner, Evening, and 
Reception Dresses, Mantles, Wraps, and 
also those of our own manufacture at 
greatly reduced prices. 


BROADWAY and 19th St. 
NEW YORK. 





AGENTS WANT rut retailers) 


ery town 


CHECK CIGAR. 


A 1%. pase for 5c. 
AVA FILLED. 
Seales ba one profit. 
ample lot of 25 deliv- 







o> 








i‘Z 
— L, ered to any part of the 
VN KNge U.S. for $1, Send forour 
<< : ASS ee, etc. NULL & 
=J G, Indianapolis, Ind, 





2@-Smokers! Senden us youraddress. 
Illustrated Book, 


THE BIGGEST THING OUT incntFree. 


ASON & CO., 111 Nassau St., N. Y. 





$72 A WEEK. $12 day at home easily made, 
Address, True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict : | 5. & 


SHERMAN'’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 


book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 


Costly outfit free. 











TEN SETS REEDS. 
Fine Walnut Case, 


Heicht,75ins. g& 
Depth, 46 ins. ~ 
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<7) Yolo 
\Posmal aft 


po mag or 
Call upon 
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DANIEL F. BEATTY. Washington, 


259 


mBEATTY ‘S isos} ONGARS 


If you eres ghost | » py 
a PARL 
purchase the Sheen cae 
ant walnut Case, Beatty’s 
BEETHOVEN Cabinet 
Organ, Now Ready, by 
far the best for the The ast 
money. Proof, shippint 
one_ eve ten minutcs, 
“IN Sets Reeds, viz.— 
1 Charming Saxaphone, 
2 Fumous French Horn, 
3 Beautiful Piccol. Reeds 
4 Jubilante-Violina, 
5 Powerful Sub-P asa, 
6 Sweet Voix Celeste, 
7 Soft Celle Reeds, 
8 Dulclana Reeds, 
9 Diapason Reecs, 
10 Clarionet Reeds, 


27 Useful Stops, 


including Sub-Basa, Oce 
tave Coupler, Voix Ce- 
Ieate, etc. Producing 14 
Combinations equal to lt 
ordinary organscombined 
elso, Compass Regulator, 
anewiaverti tom just ade 


(ie Weesth aca 





UMMER 
HOLID: AY OFFER with 
Bench, Book and Music, for 


oOnNnNiy 


1 S66. 00 


\30 as to introduce quickly. 
lam very busy; no time 3 
write more about this 
beautiful parlor organ in 
; i this advertisement. What 
> mee _is for you to send 
HD me €5.00, thus ordering 
i a the 1 Cabinet Org an, 
Ik Its introduction is far bet- 
terthan anything thatcan 
be written. the instrument 
speaks for itself, it sings 
its own praises, one 
refunded, with interest, 
if not as rep sented a ter 
one year’s Nothing 
saved by correspondence 


VISITORS WELCOME 


: poem who sy call 

= select Organ in per 
n, $5.00 will be deduct- 

ed fo © fravelin expcnscs, 

Leave New York ¢ ty, foot 

Barclay st., 7:30 or 9 A. M.; 

+3: :Q, or 7 ’p. M., via Dela- 

re sLa¢ékawanna Ww 











EALS gratis, 

Whether you buy or not, 
ou pre cordially we lcome 

0 Vist the Largest Need 
= Organ Works in existence, 
anyway. Illustrated 
Cucalogues sent Free. 


New Jersey, 






KS 





SCHOOL committeeman, examining scholar: 

“Where is the North Pole ?” 

*¢T don’t know, sir.” 

“Don’t know! Are you not ashamed that 
you don’t know where the North Pole is ?” 

“Why, sir, if Sir John Franklin and Dr. 
Kane and Captain DeLong couldn’t find it, 
how should I know where it is ?””—Bosion Post. 





*,*** Wise men say nothing in dangerous times.”’ 
Wise men use nothing in dangerous dise:ses but 
the best and most approved remedies. Thus Kid- 
ney Wort is employed universally in cases of 
diseased liver, kidneys and bowels. It willcost you 
but a trifle to try it, and the result will be most de- 
lightful. 





Qadues for 1883, 223 pages, 2,070 illustrations of Firemen’s 
and Boating Goods, Model Engines and Figures, Air-Guns, Tar- 
gets, Revolvers, Wigs, Beards, and all Theatr’ cal Outfits, Clogs, 
Magic Tricks, Chess, Checkers, Dominoes, &c., and all the best 
Novelties, sent by mail for 25 cents. 


PECK & SNYDER, 


i26 to 130 Nassau Street, New York. 





UBBER STAMPS. Best made. Immense Catalogue f.ee 
to agents. Tue G,. A. Harper Mec. Co., Cleveland, O. 


“OPERA BOXES.” 
Beautiful set of Jaforted Cards, by wail, en receipt of two 3c. 
stamps. WHITING, 50 Nassau St., N.Y. 


THEISS’ 5 MUSIC HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 
ean Op Ani od ny eh, Musi = — 








bad cases befure and after cur e, mailed for ten cents. 





CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 








SOMETHING WE RECOMMEND 
IS OUR 


FOURTEEN DOLLAR 


SERGK SACK SUIT. 


It is made up in blue or olive green, 
with skeleton back. A good-looking suit, 
a pleasant summer-suit, and a well- 
wearing suit. 

Come and look at it. 


EHRICHS 


8th AVE., 24th & 25th STS. 










To any suffering wi:h Catarrh cr Bronchitis who earn- 
extly desire relief, I cam furnish a means o: Permanent 
and Positive Care. A Home Troatmezt. "0 charge for 
consultation by mail. Valusble Treatise Free. Cortifi- 
cates from Doctors, Lawyers, Ministers, Dusiness-men. 
Address Rev. T. P. CHILDS, “roy, Ohio, 











New and rere CHROMO CARDS, 
wame in New T° a dan FE! EGANT 48 * e, Gilt 
jo nd FS. ORAL. / AUT GRAPH ALBU 41] 
for 15cts, SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 
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BeSTI 


HE PRINTING I SK asei on this 
1asufactured by €2 1548, 31, MORRILL 
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—WILL THERE BE ANOTHER SMASH-UP? 


AT LOGGERHEADS, 





